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Last year HIKA (was very good twice, pretty good twice, and pretty bad twice. It made 800
dollars. Last year the Collegian was the Collegian. It increased its debt beyond possibility of independent continuance.
College lit'ry magazines usually fold up first. They are hard to support, and they are sel
dom worth supporting. HIKA has no immediate financial problem, and when some good people
called it 'the best college literary magazine in the country' they were right. But sometime it
is going to have a financial problem—a Bob Weaver or a Ben Roselle is infrequent. And right
now it has an editorial problem—there is not enough good lit'ry work being done here now to
fill a 28 -page monthly.
Very little news is news here, memorials of activity should not be newspaper memorials,
and student opinion is seldom valuable. But the way things are now, what news there is should
be available, memorials of activity must be handled here or nowhere, and student opinion should
have some small provision.
So HIKA is absorbing some of the Collegian's functions, and a few of the Collegian's men. It
will print summaries of activity of the past month, announcements of future activity, an occa
sional opinion, and a mimeographed sheet of news since press-time. HIKA will be only slightly
interested in student opinion of its lit'ry content, but it will be much interested in student opinion
of its remaining content. —W.P.S.

Helen Ransom

SHIPWRECKED

/

The sea heaved itself and beached the small
boat on the island. The man and woman climbed
out. They looked around them, trying to make
a logical pattern out of the expanses of sand
and sea and sky. The woman could not coordin
ate the white and blue colors in her mind; they
seemed simply blobs of nature, lying haphazard
as far as her eye could reach. She turned her
face to the sea. It ;was running away from her,
it was sliding off the sand in a chain of hic
coughs, it was leaving shy marks, like the tails
and the feet of a thousand mice. She stood
with her knees quivering, her stomach heaving,
and cried. The man tried to comfort her but
he was tired and kept looking at her stomach
and at her collapsed chest. She straightened
and thought of her beautiful pink corsets. This
made the tears come harder. She must try to
hold herself erect, hips flat, until she could get
another girdle. Stupid thoughts kept pushing
the tears out of her eyes and jerking the cor
ners of her mouth. She wanted only to stand
and weep until the thickness dissolved. The
man kept kicking the boat, whose sides crum
bled out in brown petals on the sand under the
steady pummel of his feet. Finally he spoke
harshly.
"There is no point in standing there crying.
We'd better start looking around this place and
see if there's any food to be had. I suppose
that's the first thing shipwrecked people do."
"I wish I had a cigarette," she sobbed.
He pursed his lips and stared over her head.
"Come on, he said, "let's walk up the beach a
way."
He was walking away from her. She began
to follow him, taking short steps that splayed
the tracks he had made.
"I guess I'd better take off my shoes," she
said. He waited while she bent down and
tugged at her pumps. The sand slid over her
2

feet. She spread her toes and let it scrape the
pink skin between them. Where her shod prints
had been were deep dents in the sand, but the
new prints made flat little cups. She left the
shoes lying on their sides.
When they had gone inland half a mile they
saw the strip of tropical foliage. It rose so
abruptly out of the unbroken beach that at first
she had thought it a green rock. They went
closer and she could distinguish the stubby
trees with their stiff, jabbing branches. The
leaves were matted close together in fleshy
bunches of an oily sheen. The man pushed
through them and she followed with delicate
steps. The feel and smell of the promiscuous
growth nauseated her. It was both slick and
fuzzy and bit her nostrils like pepper.
"I hope there are no snakes around, this is
awful," she said breathlessly. She knew she
was being silly. She hoped they could find fresh
water. Her lips were swelling. She could see
their protrusion if she looked flatly down her
- cheek bone. The wild thought occurred to her
that she might never be able to enunciate cor
rectly. Her mouth would not make the neces
sary popping sounds. The man continued
thrashing through the maze. She noticed the
revolution of his shoulders as he pushed for
ward. He was sweating and the shirt sticking
to his back wrenched over the bulge of muscles.
A masculine intentness bristled from the back
of his neck. She scorned him with a detached
part of her mind because he was male and
therefore primarily curious. She wanted to be
comfortable and she was glad when they came
to the spring.
"At least we will have water," he said, and
knelt to splash it over his tongue. She stopped
and drank as he did, with quick scoops of her
hands. Then she laved her face and patted her
eyelids. She kept digging up the water and
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pressing it to her face, while he parried the
tangles on the banks of the stream. She for
got his presence until he touched her.
"Look here, I've found food of a sort. Plenty
to be thankful for in a wilderness like this. At
least we won't starve." His voice showed de
light. She turned and shivered the water beads
off. She took some of the fruit he offered. It
had a foreign taste but the sweetness pleased
her. They ate silently and tentatively and then
drank from the stream again. The stillness
was gathering more shadows.
"It's getting toward evening, I guess. We'd
belter go back to the beach before night.
Night comes quickly in the tropics," he said.
"Yes," she replied.
They found their way out to the beach, and
retraced their footsteps to the pair of shoes.
She sat down by the shoes and put her hand on
them. She looked up. She started to ask what
they must do when it grew dark, but then she
changed her mind. They must wait on the
sand. That was the way it would be indefinite
ly. She sat carefully on her legs, keeping her
fingers spaced evenly on the shoes, and watch
ed the sky turn. She could see the horizon flare
and subside with the slipping sun, but she did
not remember when the sky directly over her
head became dark. Sudenly the night presented
itself completely; she turned her concentration
to listening. She could detect the soft chuckle
of the sea on the sand, the scrunchy movements
of their bodies, but that was all. She began to
think of the sound of traffic and bath room
faucets, of chairs scraping, doorknobs turning,
and silver clinking, of all the sounds she should
be hearing at this time. But she did not want
to cry. She felt dried and pressed inside. The
blankness all around from a lack of noises and
objects kept her consciousness still. Presently
she slept, as quiet in her sleep as the night.
So began a monotony of days in which there
were alternate extremes of black and brilliance
that came with intense regularity. The woman
could never quite adapt herself. She often had
headaches because her eyes did not dilate
quickly enough in the interim between night
and day. Sometimes she felt as if her New
England conscience, which had refused to suc
cumb to the tropical slavishness, maintained
the rigidity of her pupils as token of its pres
ence. She could not understand a sun that
JULY, 1942

scorned all clouds and breezes. She wanted a
day of wind and weather instead of the endless
heat. She wanted a night of chirps and patters
instead of the muffling dark.
She had nothing to do except to think and
there was nothing to think about. It did no
good to recall her life before the shipwreck; it
only aroused a pettishness in her, a longing
that might be insatiable. The man seemed to
take to the surroundings forced upon them.
She supposed that he was used to such steady
langour, she had always imagined his South as
completely langourous. He baked steadily in
the sun, he swam, he puttered about in the
woody: part of the island. She watched him
carefully and studied his actions in order to
comprehend. She tried to participate in the
sun baths and forages, but she could not over
come her reluctance. Eventually the reluctance
turned into stupidity and finally into numbness.
Mostly she would sit in a shady spot, that they
had constructed on the sand from remains of
the boat and sprays of the heavy foliage, and
let her mind go blank. She could endure hours
of this. At first her mind would glimmer and
prick her head; she could feel it. Then in a
tingling rush it would pour out of her head and
flood around her neck. Her neck was always
cool. Occasionally panic seized her when she
thought of her exploited mind; then she knew
she was going insane. She shook in sputters
of agitation and bit her lip or pulled at her hair
to keep from drowsing off. The man paid no
attention to her after a while. She did not
blame him, for most of the time she put up no
struggle against her misery.
One night she lay on the sand by the man
and thought again of her home. She wondered
how long she had been gone. There was a dif
ference of tempo on the island and in her home.
She was sure that the days had sped by in her
other world, and it worried her to imagine the
events that she must have missed. But she felt
curiously removed from her habitual stupor.

J

3

Perhaps there was a certain logic in bitter
recollection. Perhaps remembrances stimulated
one's reason. Maybe that was why slavery was
unendurable; human beings could not succumb
to abjection, they were bound to pop above the
glassy surface. She let her thoughts go slow
ly; she did not drive them through her mind.
She began to regard the sky. It was irregularly
starred. In some places the sky was speckled
with stars, in others it was flagrantly splashed
with them. There were many more stars in
the tropics than in her accustomed sky. She
spoke to the man.
"I wish I were in my own house, putting on
lipstick and furs and getting ready to go shop
ping in a snow storm."
"How is that so much better than reveling
in this tropical paradise?" he asked idly.
"Because it's different," she said. "It's my
life, and my friends, and what I have always
done. It's moving around and doing things and
waiting for people—not just being stupidly idle
and waiting for nothing as we do here."
"Yes," he said, "it's different. It's what
we want."
She had begun to think as a woman again,
and to feel as a woman, even lying on the sand.
The longing had returned and it was an angry
longing. But the tears when they came were
soft tears, and she fluttered in her weeping.
The sulk of her mouth had a feminine tightness
again. The man turned on his side and stared
at her. Then he put his hand on her arm, and
presently she was quiet.
She was amazed when she realized her preg
nancy. She had forgotten about things of that
nature; she had never pictured them in connec
tion with the island. Her memories and an
ticipations were concerned with people already
born and individualized. She wanted nothing
to interfere with them. Now she must face a
new terror. She felt as if the growing thing
within her were a root, pushing its way into the
island, staking her to it with a permanent ten
acity. The man was kind to her during those
months but there was no need. She existed in
a decorously miserable condition. She regard
ed her stomach and its occupant as a separate
entity under her temporary charge. She treated
it accordingly. The rest of her belonged to the
old discontent. She ate and drank and prowled
on the sand; she indulged in long spells of
4

dreaming. During the day she watched the blue
sky, the blue sea, the (white sand, and during
the night she listened to the darkness. Preg
nancy had no real discomforts; she was almost
regretful when it ended and the child became
exposed.
The man and woman were good parents.
They could be nothing else with the wealth of
time and peace at their disposal. They treated
the child with a gingerly care, trying only to
satisfy its infant needs. The man made a bed
for it out of cleverly packed shrubbery and
leaves. They arranged a schedule whereby it
was fed and soothed and slept at regular inter
vals. Sometimes the woman would stand over
it and observe it searchingly. She thought it
seemed like a goldfish, complete in its own
glass bowl. It lay in its fat white state and
gurgled in its breathing. This irritated her
vaguely; she wondered why the child was not
pretty.
When the child was nearly two months old,
the ship arrived. The woman saw it first. She
was standing on the tide line of the beach, let
ting the thin waves splinter on her toes. They
would dribble over her insteps and darken into
the sand. She looked out at the swollen horizon and saw the ship, Across the distance it
appeared gray and lumpy, but it was a ship.
For a long moment she stood stiff legged in the
sand; a string of saliva ran down her chin.
Then in blank frenzy she trembled and stum
bled and screamed for the man.
"A boat! a boat! Oh, my glorious God a
boat!" She shrieked.
He came running towards her swiftly.
"Look—look, out thefre!" Her face was limp
and damp with joy. She tugged at his arms,
pulling him into the water. He bent his knees
to keep from falling.
"Shut up," he said, "We've got to signal
them." He began to tear at his clothes and at
hers. They ran into the sea, waving the pieces
of cloth over their heads, jumping up and down,
calling loudly, madly. There was an answering
echo and a whistle from the boat.
"It's seen us," she cried, "we're saved! It
will take us away." They waited until the ship
put off a small boat. It came steadily toward
them. They stepped back upon the dry sand
and watched it coming. They could make out
(Continued on page 15)
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George Hemphill

SUNDAY LOVERS
Sunday is the same, old man, who draw a shade
Against the oilcloth and your western trade,
Though as sticky children the lovers stare
At their bereaved parents or your yellow hair,
Hands groined to learn a careful graveyard
walk,
Or the transom jarred, closed their coffee talk,
For you've not closed their shop, and they will
go
Into the sunset or to a picture show,
Beaming tonight the story of that good priest,
And the love of a fine young man from the East,
Who carried a linen handkerchief, for
The girl, who cried orange-blossom tears; or,
If the beams are bright and the back seats full
They'll find out the actors' own world, climb
that hill
Where the dead sun and the moon move to
gether,
Where crickets sing, where birds declare the
weather:
A bench and a pagan lamppost, a green
Devil's hook to tempt the sky, hardly seen
Now among the buds: The rest spring to this,
Sunday lovers, who in that gentile park kiss;
Who will know this day wherever they go,
Into the sunset or to a picture show,
Whether as lovers or as children they stare,
Whether at their parents or an old man's hair.
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Walter Elder

A NOTE ON IRONY
There are two immediate reasons for this
little piece about a single figure of speech,
irony. The first is the reading of an essay,
"Four Master Tropes," by Kenneth Burke in
the Autumn, 1941 issue of The KENYON RE
VIEW ; and the second is a rather close re
reading of Chaucer, especially Troilus and
Cressida. The purposes of this essay will be
to suggest four levels of the "ironic attitude,"
and to suggest the bare outlines of a relation
ship between literary criticism and "profes
sional" philosophy.
The "big dictionary" definition of irony
runs somewhat as follows: the distinctive qual
ity of irony is that the meaning intended is
contrary to that seemingly expressed—in ad
dition one who uses this figure of speech ex
hibits a sort of humor, ridicule, or light sar
casm which may be gentle or cutting. The
inadequacy of this statement (will be shown by
Mr. Burke's handling of the category, and I
will try to indicate some further extensions of
the term.
There are at least two aspects of consider
ation for the purposes of my essay. By mak
ing an artificial separation of an artist and his
finished piece of work, it will be possible to dis
cuss irony in terms of an "attitude" and also
in terms of "style." The two are rejoined by
their very nature as we reach the higher levels
of irony. I have chosen Chaucer as a specific
example to use because I believe that his atti
tude toward peculiar "modern" values lends
itself to clear analysis. Chauser presented
these "modern" values with an unusual clarity
because he was a pioneer. The nuances of
complex personality were just beginning to be
subjects for intense exploitation, and he had
very little professional quibbling to disturb him
in his chosen field of the opposition of "per
sonality" and "convention."
Mr. Burke points out the equitability of
"dialectic" and "dramatic." ... "A human
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role (such as we get in drama) may be sum
med up in certain slogans, or formulae, or epi
grams, or 'ideas' that characterize the agent's
situation or strategy. The role involves pro
perties both intrinsic to the agent and devel
oped with relation to the scene and to other
agents. And the 'summings-up' ('ideas') simi
larly possess properties derived both from the
agent and from the various factors with which
the agent is in relationship. Where the ideas
are in action, we have drama; where the agents
are in ideation, we have dialectic." When we
realize that Mr. Burke separates irony and dia
lectic /with a hyphen only, the importance that
the quotation has for this essay should become
more evident as our argument progresses.
Also essential to an understanding of the
categories which I will use is Mr. Burke's state
ment about irony. "Irony arises when one
tries, by the interaction of terms upon one an
other, to produce a development which uses
all the terms. Hence, from the standpoint of
this total form (this 'perspective of perspec
tives') none of the participating 'sub-perspec
tives' can be treated as either precisely right
or precisely wrong. They are all voices, or
personalities, or positions, integrally affecting
one another. When the dialectic is properly
formed, they are the number of characters
needed to produce the total development." This
quotation indicates how far we have strayed
from using the term, irony, in its generally ac
cepted sense. Especially notable is the idea of
development. In a sense, this essay may be
considered as an illustration of the quotation
by Mr. Burke about irony.
Mr. Burke suggests three temptations of
irony-dialectic, specifically—relativism, Phar
isaism, and the tendency of simplification of
literalness. These will occur later and fre
quently.
1. "Socratic irony" is probably the simplest
II/KA for

level in the use of this figure of speech. In the
Platonic dialogues Socrates' usual role is that
of a man seeking knowledge by questioning his
companions. He pretends ignorance so that
his conclusions, which are never dogmatic,
come about by way of dialectic, the Socratic
method. His role does not nor is it intended to
fool anyone if we may discount the etymologi
cal horseplay in the Cratylus, which is, after
all, a parody of the dialectical method to indi
cate some of the dangers of following the
method blindly. The real purpose of Socrates'
pretense is to be a midwife to other men's
ideas so that they, too, may learn the Socratic
method by actual participation. His role is
"ironic" in that his simulated ignorance has the
opposite literal meaning, great gnomic wisdom.
This level of irony is very evident in Chaucer. He adopts a role of ignorance when he
professes to know nothing about love, when he
offers Sir Topas as his poetic contribution to
The Canterbury Tales, when he says that he
doesn't know much about some of the names
and some unsavory details of several of the
pilgrims. His attitude is gentle and even
courteous rather than bitter or cutting. He is
polite with his coarsest characters; what he
says penetrates the cloaking manner. His ridi
cule is directed toward his own person. The
whole tenor of the poet's attitude, even in The
Canterbury Tales, is ironic; at no time does it
descend to the level of satire of a sarcastic na
ture. No theme, political or social, is sustained
enough to reveal the implication of positive re
form which must underly satire. For instance,
there is his attitude toward the clergy, which
group he seems to consider least worthy of
praise. He looks on them with mild amuse
ment, as a man who is unwilling to embrace a
Cause for active reform. Chaucer portrays
the characteristics of the people who play on
his stage, and he seems content to see the op
posing and different values balance or not bal
ance, which result may be brought about de
pending upon the values involved. He might
say, "This is all very interesting, and I enjoy
watching the shofw-" This statement leads to
the next level of irony; but first there are sev
eral things which can be summarized about the
first level.
I believe that there are several distinctive
characteristics which may be pointed out about
JULY, 19 12

an artist's attitude in regard to the first level
of irony. First, there is usually an unsophisti
cated pretense by the author which conforms
to the requirement of "opposite meaning."
Then too, the author is an actor on his own
stage along with the other characters which he
places in his scenes. He handles the conflict
of values through the medium of his own per
sonality, and at the same time he participates
in the drama playing down his role so that no
explicit superiority can be discovered. As Mr.
Burke says, his "role involves properties both
intrinsic to the agent and developed with rela
tion to the scene and to other agents." The con
tent of his art may be under strict regulation,
but because of his role-taking, he cannot exert
a great deal of control over the structure which
his drama, or dialectic, may have.
As for the explicit results of this attitude
in the artist's finished piece, it will be obvious
that we can look for a highly stylized "tale."
The single viewpoint will be evident because it
has not been disguised subtly, or rather because
the artist feels that an honest balance would
be destroyed by his withdrawal from the scene.
For Chaucer then, the summary of his attitude
and style might be put as a perception and an
understanding, by a balance, of the contempor
ary values as they are reflected in his charac
ters and in his qwn participating role.
2. The second level of the ironic attitude
and style I shall term that of "explicit super
iority." If Chaucer had said only "this is all
very interesting," he would have been exempli
fying the simplest level of irony, but if he had
added "and I enjoy watching the show," then
I believe that he has proceeded to a higher
level. Allen Tate says "Irony is that arrange
ment of experience, either premeditated by art
or accidentally appearing in the affairs of men,
which permits to the spectator an insight su
perior to that of the actor." A glance at
Troilus and Cressida with this statement as a
criterion of judgment will help to show what I
7

mean. First of all, it must be pointed out that
the artist has now withdrawn from the scene
far enough that we may consider him as a spec
tator more than as an actor. Assuming the
identification or at least a very close commun
ion of Pandarus and Chaucer, Trolius and Cres
sida present us with an organized drama show
ing the workings of human nature within a
somewhat unnatural society. Convenlion and
"nature" pull the characters here and there,
and string-pulling Pandarus has no control
over the final outcome. The scene now is that
of an arranger standing a little above and a
little outside the stage, surveying it and ar
ranging it to a degree, and smiling at the de
velopment because it was worth watching. This
is, in a way, the situation with an "objective"
novel. The artist has made a deliberate with
drawal, and he may believe that he has cut
himself off from any participation. That this
is not true is shown by the fact that we can
establish a very close relationship between
Chaucer and Pandarus, between any artist and
his "created" agent. Then too I want to sug
gest an argument against any idea of complete
withdrawal by examining hastily the effect
which the difference of degree has with which
Chaucer develops his agents in The Canterbury
Tales and in Troilus and Cressida. In the form
er, Chaucer is wary of "exposing" the contem
porary conventions, and The Knight's Tale
seems to be the only story devised carefully
enough to be worthy of the Host's prize. The
Knight is socially superior, and he shows re
spect for the tradition of courtly romance.
(Chaucer's Puritanical attitude rules out the
possibility of a clerical winner). Thus, all is
as it should be; the most faithful representa
tive of the accepted literature of the times
wins. Chaucer has dealt with the content much
as he pleased, but the structure has a hint of
inevitability about it — at least he does very
little tampering with it. On the other hand, in
Troilus and Cressida, he is concerned with
people who are beginning to show some "mod
ern tendencies of individualism" within the
shell of an artificial social structure. The artisL
is able to form the outcome to a certain extent
in addition to exploiting the content. (Another
way of saying this would be that Chaucer al
lows the alogical density of personality, con
tent, to act upon and to be acted upon in its
ft

contact with the dimensions of the external re
lationship, structure.)
This second level of "explicit superiority"
is incapable of cleancut classification because of
the fact that the artist does not remove himself
entirely from the scene. The category can be
delimited better if it can be shown to what ex
tent he does "stand outside and above", and
to what extent he does "take a role." The
artist is "superior" in at least two respects. The
first is that in so far as he affords the spectator
an insight superior to that of the actor, ac
cording to Mr. Tate's statement, he must be re
moved from the scene a proportinate distance.
The method by which this is brought about I
have suggested by the concept of the interac
tion of content and structure. The other re
spect in which he may be considered as super
ior is that there may be a judgment discover
able in his handling of experience. The judgmen is usually implicit, but it is hard to avoid.
A choice (will appear because in withdrawal
from the scene and at the same time presenting
an appearance of arranged affairs to his audi
ence, the artist may put forth unconsciously
an emphasis on the reason for his withdrawal,
and he is liable to set up the superiority of a
viewpoint on the basis of his own reflections.
In these respects I believe we may claim the
artist's attitude of "superiority."
As for his participation, I think that the
degree to which the artist is involved will de
pend upon how much of the aspects of super
iority are displayed. The bare minimum of
role-taking which cannot be lessened is that
of the trite concept that no man can be divorced
from his work, that we can never get outside
our own skins, or any number of truisms. The
level of "explicit superiority" then turns out
to be a matter of degree of withdrawal and par
ticipation.
A brief summary of the attitude of the
artist at this level might go something like
this; to a degree the artist is an arranger, a
little outside and a little above his scene; he
has chosen to withdraw, to retreat within a
strong personality, and he may commit himself
to an implicit judgment, by this act, of the val
ues which he has arranged. As for the style,
we might term it more "objective" that that of
the first level, understanding by "objective" a
(Continued on page 12)
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E. F. McGuire

CEREMONY
A small narrow street, Blind the sign said,
ran toward a brick wall for a block, made a
right turn and went a block further, and then
formed a square by turning right three times.
A hot sun was settling over the red brick wall
on the other side of the street from the square,
and it came through the trees into the middle
of the square and the houses around the square.
The houses were small wooden structures.
Most of them had small porches, and some of
these had orange and white striped awnings
over them. An old lady on the south-west cor
ner of the square had a man who kept the gar
dens in the square free of weeds, and the edges
of the plots sharp, and the grass in a circle two
feet away from the trees, and the ground be
tween the trees and the edge of the grass dug
up. The flower plots were always freshly hoed,
and the earth was black. In the middle of the
square was a birdbath, a nude figure of a boy
holding a great maple leaf above his head. The
edges of the leaf were curled naturally and held
the water. The hired man kept the water clean,
and occasionally hosed the castiron figure too.
Every day the old lady would come out in
her long black dress and ask him if everything
was allright, and did he need any fertilizer for
the ground, and wouldn't he pick two small
roses for her, and he would bend down on one
knee and clip off two near a joint with his
broad fingernail and when he handed them to
her, he (would look up and the thick leathery
skin on the back of his neck would wrinkle.
She would take the flowers and pin them to her
dress with a large cameo broach, and she would
walk between the beds while he went back to
his hoeing or clipping.
Every day people saw the short and heavy
woman looking at the beds, and the man bent
over or sitting on an ankle doing something.
Other people seldom came into the garden. One
hour in the morning she would come, and if the
day was cool enough, one in the afternoon, and
JULY, 1942

one in the evening when the man was not there.
She would sit on the bench, doing nothing, or
perhaps she would have a small book with her.
She seldom read much, but would sit there with
it open in her lap. Now and then a young
couple who lived across the small park from
her house would stroll through, and they would
say "Good evening, Miss Homer," and she
would smile an old smile.
If the two young boys who lived in another
house took a short cut over the grass, she
would tell them that the path was the place to
walk. When the maid left her house in the
evening to go home, Miss Homer would incline
her head toward her, and the other jwould say
good-night in a very quiet voice but with a
wave of her glove. When the sun went down,
but while it was still light, she would pick up
her handkerchief and her book if she had one,
and stand up, and her glasses would swing off
her lap on their long silver chain.
After she had gone in the house, the light
over the door and one in the front room would
go on suddenly through the heavy lace curtains.
Then at ten o'clock every night both of the
lights would go out, and it happened this way
every night. In the winter the lights would
go on whenever it got dark. Then the gardener
would shovel the walks and stoke the furnace,
but the old lady never came out of the house
until the straw was off the flower beds.
One night, during the summer, the lights
did not go out. It was eleven o'clock before the
young couple across the street noticed this.
The wife said perhaps the old lady had a visi
tor. The husband did not think so. At twelve
o'clock he got up, and went to the window, and
she was glad when he said he was going over.
Twenty minutes later she wished she had gone
with him, and a half an hour later he came in.
"Joan, call Dr. Bciwen."
She looked at him.
"Some sort of a stroke, I think."
9

skirt which hung a yard down in front of the
chair. A curl of blond hair tied in a pink rib
bon fell out of the folded paper. There was a
letter. She hesitated a moment. The body on
the bed made her feel guilty. Then she read:
Then he left, saying he would go back to
stay with her. When she had talked to the
doctor, she followed her husband to the old
lady's house.
When Miss Homer died at three o'clock
that night, they went home. The doctor had
said that nothing could be done until the fol
lowing morning. Joan was back by eight, be
fore the maid arrived, and she told her what
had happened. The maid quietly cried. Then
they both did everything as quietly as possible.
Joan touched her hand and said, "Had she
any friends or relatives whom we could
notify?"
The maid paused, and finally shook her
head. She wiped her nose with her handker
chief over her finger.
"Are you sure? There isn't anyone we
can get in touch with?"
She shook her head again, slowly.
"Did she never get any letters?"
"No."
Joan paused a minute.
"Look, I know you're upset, but would you
mind if I looked in the bedroom?"
The maid looked up, then down, and shook
her head.
The room was in the back of the house. It
was papered in a faded flower print. The body
lay on the bed. She looked on the top of the
dresser — a comb, a nail-file, a hairpin tray,
and a brush made up a yellow celluloid set,
with S. H. scrawled elaborately in blue on each
piece. The top drawers were very small. She
found two hair nets, a packet of corn pads, two
soiled handkerchiefs, and a brittle yellow en
velope. The paper cracked when she held the
envelope open.
There were three pictures, the first obvious
ly of the old lady in her youth, the second of a
very young man with a thick moustache and
hair parted in the center, curling down over his
forehead to the side of his head. The third was
of a baby, sitting on a highchair in a long lace
10

Dearest:
I've just found out what you have known
for a long time, and I'm leaving to find
the anqwer. When I do, I'll come back.
When the baby comes, think of me kind
ly if you can, for I do love you.
Fred.
She put the things back in the drawer. She
looked through the other drawers, but she
found nothing but a few clothes. The secretary
at the end of the bed and against the wall had
some bills in it, and a folder of cancelled
cheques. She took them in the other room.
The maid was still sitting where she had left
her. She rose and walked into the kitchen.
The cheques were to the local merchants and
for cash. She had probably paid the maid and
gardener with the cash. She followed the maid
into the kitchen and found her stuffing her
apron and uniform into a paper bag.
"You are sure that there is no one we can
call?" It was hard for her to believe that a
woman could have lived so long alone without
ever having talked of the past. The maid said
she did not. She rolled down the top of the
bag.
"I guess there's nothing else, is there,
mum?"
"No, I guess not."
They both got up and walked out of the
door. Joan shut it behind her, and the maid
walked ahead down the street. The old garden
er was in the center of the park cleaning out
the birdbath. The girl walked up to him.
"Miss Homer died last night. I don't know
if we can keep you on any longer. But I would
like to ask my husband before you leave."
"Yes, miss."
In her house, she looked out of the window
and saw him walking absently to Miss Homer's
house. He walked up to the door and hesitated
there a moment with his hand on the door
knob, but he turned away, and stepped off the
porch, and walked down to the square and
slowly up the street.
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A NOTE ON IRONY
(Continued from page 8)
removal to a distance of the artist who is creat
ing the scene and its actors; there is the su
perior insight which Mr. Tate has stated so
clearly; and there is the appearance of the
structure being controlled to a point by means
of its relationship to an exploitation of the
content.
3. I am going to steal Mr. Burke's term,
"irony-dialectic," for the third level of irony
which I wish to suggest. The development of
"perspective of perspectives" (this, in itself,
refers to figures of speech) may stand for
irony; it will not be out of place to repeat Mr.
Burke's statement about dialectic. "A human
role may be summed up in certain slogans, or
formulae, or epigrams, or 'ideas' that charac
terize the agent's situation or strategy. The
role involves properties both intrinsic to the
agent and developed with relation to the scene
and to other agents. And the 'summing-ups'
('ideas') similarly possess properties derived
from the agent and from the various factors
with which the agent is in relationship. Where
the ideas are in action, we have drama; where
the agents are in ideation, we have dialectic."
This is far removed from the definition of dia
lectic which I was given in "professional" phi
losophy, and I want to be clear that I have not
been confusing the traditional concept of dia
lectic with that which Mr. Burke proposes. In
deed, the contrast will help to indicate the re
lationship of literary criticism and philosophy.
On the third level, then, the first thing appar
ent is that the artist must effect a return to the
scene.
This return does not lead again to the first
level. With the artist's (withdrawal, and hence,
with his succumbing to the temptations which
prevent the achievement of "true irony," came
the realization of the impossibility of remain
ing aloof. His viewpoint was narrow deliber
ately, and hence inadequate, so the artist takes
his place on the stage again, in a way still the
leading actor, and yet, another sense, a charactor with no more importance than any other
actor. Mr. Burke says it very well. "True irony,
humble irony, is based upon a sense of funda
mental kinship with the enemy, as one needs
him, is indebted to him, is not merely outside
him as an observer but contains him within,
12

being consubstantial with him." With the return
of the artist as an actor, explicit superiority
disappears, and the balance of the counter
poised values seems free from external inter
ference. The balance is implicit if the artist
has fullfilled the requirements of interpreting
himself in terms of his "context," and inter
preting the "context," in turn, in terms of him
self and his relationships; we can never escape
a judgment in so far as man is always judge
of man, but this judgment is in the nature of
the terms, not in an imposed explicit statement,
a commitment. There is still a degree of su
periority apparent because of the control which
the artist seems to have over the content and
structure of his finished work, but this may be
termed implicit also because it arises from a
new closeness and grasp of his material. With
the lessening of "objectivity", there is a cor
responding return of stylization similar to that
of the first level of irony. The artist is speak
ing "with" as well as "of" his agents.
In addition to the return of some familiar
qualities in a somefwhat new guise, there is a
new characteristic which is the most distinctive
feature of the third level. It is the quality of
"humility." Mr. Burke has this to say. "Super
iority in the dialectic can arise only in the
sense that one may feel the need of more char
acters than the particular foolish characters
under consideration. But in one sense he can
never be superior, for he must realize that he
also needs this particular foolish character as
one of the necessary modifiers. Dialectic irony
(or humility) here, we might even say, pro
vides us with a kind of 'technical equivalent
for the doctrine of original sin.' Folly and vil
lainy are integral motives, necessary to wisdom
or virtue." No idea, or character, or agent can
be considered as right or wrong in itself, but
it must be considered in "the context." On the
third level the artist, especially, must evaluate
himself and his arrangements and "arrangees"
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in terms of the context; at the same time, he
may retain his integrity as the content of the
scales of the balance will show, and as the
"style" will make apparent.
Mr. Burke has suggested three temptations
in irony; relativism, Pharisaism, and the tend
ency toward the simplification of literalness.
An examination of them will not only throw
some light on the nature of the third level, but
also it will help to indicate some of the paths
toward the next higher level. Mr. Burke says
"Relativism is got by the fragmentation of
either drama or dialectic. That is, if you iso
late any one agent in a drama, or any one advo
cate in a dialogue, and see the whole in terms
of his position alone, you have the purely
relativistic. And in relativism there is no irony
. ... To be sure, relativism is the constant
temptation of either dialectic or drama. And
historians for the most part are relativistic.
But where one considers different historical
characters from the standpoint of total devel
opment, one could encourage each character to
comment upon the other without thereby sacri
ficing a perspective upon the lot. This could be
JULY, 1942

got particularly, I think, if historical charac
ters themselves (i.e., periods or cultures treat
ed as 'individual persons') were considered
never to begin or end, but rather to change in
intensity or poignancy." In consideration of
this, Pandarus yields to this temptation in so
far as he controls the affairs of Troilus and
Cressida. Things are proceeding in terms of
his arrangement. On the other hand, following
the development of affairs to their conclusion,
we might say that Pandarus does not sacrifice
the total perspective because it becomes more
and more evident than his control was slight
and held precariously, and that he was an
active member of the tradition which he sees
as crumbling away. In the same manner, can
we say that Cressida's defection was the result
of that latent quality being brought to the
front by the force of circumstances? Well, it
applies rather neatly to history. At least I be
lieve that Pandarus exhibits "a fundamental
kinship with the enemy," and that he main
tains the very nice balance between his own
viewpoint and the total perspective.
About the second temptation, that of Phar13

isaism, Mr. Burke says in part "True irony,
however, irony that really does justify the at
tribute of 'humility', is not 'superior' to the
enemy." Superiority is justifiable only when
there is an inadequate perspective. Within a
delimited context, as for instance this essay,
we might feel free to think that we have han
dled completely the characters and relation
ships involved, but the dialectic is never re
solved any more than philosophers have been
able to complete their quest for The Universal
or The Ultimate Particular. The word, irony,
is incapable of fixed meaning; it is a constantly
expanding receptacle of meaning, and with
every new perspective the old meaning is that
more narrow and inadequate. I think that
Thomas Mann's "The Magic Mountain" will
serve as an example of overcoming the tempta
tion of Pharisaism. Not only is there an oppo
sition (the traditional counterpoising) of sick
ness and health, Evil and Good, life and death,
love and death, but also it seems that sickness
and Good, love and death, Evil and health are
at the same time opposed and identified. The
"perspective of perspectives" cannot be
achieved. The resolution was by an artillery
barrage; it had to be that way. It seems to me
that there is a danger not only in succumbing
to the temptation of Pharisaism, but also in
overcoming it and trying to achieve the total
perspective, perhaps more danger. We can no
longer say that all knowledge is our province,
and rejection must take place much sooner than
most of us choose. Chaucer's resolution of
Troilus and Cressida is just as indefinite. The
victory seems to rest with the convention of the
society, and then again a case may be made
out for giving the palm to the three agents be
cause of the way in which their qualities have
undergone a sort of development.
The third temptation of which Mr. Burke
speaks is its tendency toward the simplification
of literalness. "That is: although all the char
acters in a dramatic or dialectic development
are necessary qualifiers of the definition, there
is usually some one character that enjoys the
role of 'primus inter pares.' For whereas any
of the characters may be viewed in terms of
any other, this one character may be taken as
the summarizing vessel, or syndedochic repre
sentative, of the development as a whole. . . .
This 'most representative' character thus has
14

a dual function: one we might call 'adjectival'
and the other 'substantial.' The character is
'adjectival', as embodying one of the qualifica
tions necessary to the total definition, but is
'substantial' as embodying the conclusions of
the development as a whole. Irony is sacri
ficed to 'the simplification of literalness' when
this duality of role is neglected (as it may be
neglected by either the reader, the writer, or
both)." I understand by this not merely a
single viewpoint, for this would mean that the
summarizing vessel (would have an adjectival
function only; rather it seems to mean that the
summarizing vessel is the receptacle for all the
perspectives, and at the same time it does not
transcend its nature as a perspective itself. For
example, Pandarus seems to be a sort of end
toward which the development of the person
alities of his charges are proceeding, and at the
same time, he does not stand for the resolution
of the dialectic. They develop through him, to
ward him, but they do not end in him. Over
coming this temptation presents, I believe, a
problem similar to that which I suggested
would arise from the conquering of the tempta
tion of Pharisaism. The perspective of per
spective is never achieved for more than an in
stant, and the problem is expanded and com
plicated indefinitely.
A glance at the temptations present in each
level of irony may help. The artist at the first
level is probably guilty of sinning most in re
spect to the simplifiction of literalness with a
concomitant or resulting relativism. The role
of Socrates in the Platonic dialogues will serve
as an example. On the second level the most
noticeable sin is that of Pharisaism. That is
what explicit superiority signifies. On the
third level an artist is very liable to all three
temptations, but I believe that relativism would
be the most frequent charge.
A brief summary of the attitude of the
artist on the third level might read something
like this; he has returned to the scene, volun
tarily, after the realization that complete di
vorce of the artist and his created scene and
agents would be impossible, and at best in
adequate. He returns because of and with a
new characteristic, humility, which enables
him to manifest a more masterly grasp of his
characters and their context without losing
(Continued on page 16)
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three men in the boat. Suddenly she turned to
him and pressed her wrists together across her
body. Her stillness drew his attention.
"What's the matter?" he said.
She drew her lips back from her teeth as if
she were smiling and closed her eyes.
"What about the baby?" she said.
He did not answer her. She opened her eyes
and looked at his face. He was watching the
life boat again, turned away from her so that
his shoulders edged into the line of his chin.
She could not see his eyes.
"Let's kill it," she whispered. Still he said
nothing.
"Let's kill it," she repeated. She could not
raise her voice above a whisper and the silence
sounded strange to their solitude.
"Have you ever seen magnolia trees in
bloom?" he asked softly, looking through her
face. "They are green all year 'round."
"What?" she said. She let her arms drop
to her sides. The wrists were bluish where the
veins had been pressed into the skin. She could
only think of fur trees. Perhaps he had not
heard her. She began to shake violently.
"The boat is coming," she said.
"All right," he said, "Wait for me." He
walked up the beach and into the woods and his
steps hurried into a run. It is for the last time,
she thought. He had disappeared. She did
not look at the boat again. She kept her eyes
on the trampled sand and waited. The boat
reached shallow water and the man began to
call to her. But she did not move. She noticed
that the sand was puddled over all the beach.
It had been smooth when they came, she re
membered. They had been here a long time.
The man was running to her now, back from
the woods, and he caught her hand when he
reached her. Together they splashed into the
sea, and out to the boat. She dug her fingers
into its side and laughed.

Heckler's Pharmacy
QUALITY PRODUCTS

DRINK

BIGGER and BETTER
Case or Carton . . .
Home or Fountain . . .
It's Always the Best . . .
TRY A BOTTLE TODAY

i

i-f

u

<ggy~I.'yr,Mu

ASPARKLING

BEVERAGE^

-SATISF^1"®
•I IIIKH

Pepsi-Cola Bottling Co.
MT. VERNON, OHIO

2 — STORES — 2
WEST COR. PUBLIC SQUARE

JULY, 1942

15

A NOTE ON IRONY
(Continued from page 14)
sight of the total view. He must preserve the
nice balance between retaining the psychic
distance necessary for any ordered art, and, at
the same time, dealing with the three tempta
tions. As for style, the judgment and the
counterpoising of perspectives becomes more
implicit, more subtle, more like art than like
philosophy. Stylization, as in the first level,
returns with the modifying influences of the
novel quality of the third level making it dis
tinctive.
4. Is there such a thing as a fourth level of
irony? Can an artist be expected to submit to
more discipline than I have already suggested?
There are several hints (which lead me to sug
gest the existence and real influence of a higher
level (for the present, the highest level) of
irony which I shall call "philosophic irony."
Mr. Burke has hinted at another level. He says
in one place "People usually confuse the dia
lectic with the relativistic. Noting that the
dialectic explicitly attempts to establish a dis
tinct set of characters, all of which protest
variously at odd or on the bias with one an
other, they think no further. It is certainly
relativistic, for instance, to state that any term
can be seen from the point of view of any other
term. But insofar as terms are thus encour
aged to participate in an orderly parliamentary
development, the dialectic of this participation
produces (in the observer who considers the
whole from the standpoint of the participation
of all the terms rather than from the stand
point of any one participant) a "resultant cer
tainty" of a different quality, necessarily ironic,
since it requires that all the sub-certainties be
considered as neither true nor false, but con
tributory (as we were to think of the resultant
certainty or 'perspective of perspectives' as a
noun, and to think of all the contributory voices
as necessary modifiers of that noun)." The key
word for our purposes is "resultant certainty."
Is there then a fairly stable, if only momentary
resolution of the dialectic to replace the endless
widening and deepening of the problem? Or
will the affair resemble that of the Hegelian
dialectic? Thesis and antithesis result in syn
thesis, but even within a single perspective, the
novel quality accompanying the synthesis must
16

resolve itself so that a new combination may
take place. Hegel stopped at the Absolute, but
I can't see an end unless we, too, put an arbi
trary stop to the endless regression. Still Mr.
Burke would seem to say that we may have a
momentary hold on the resultant certainty.
Nouns may have an infinite number of modi
fiers, but there is comfort in the thought that a
noun, if truly defined, will have a substantival
core of "irreducible being."
Again Mr. Burke talks about the dual func
tion of the most representative character, ad
jectival and substantial. There again he would
seem to be saying that the vessel must have an
integrity which not only permits of its being a
modifier but also permits of its receiving attri
butes. This sort of talk on my part is rhetoric,
but I will try to justify it as best I can.
The best clue that I have been able to find
is in the comparative criticism of an explicit
method of talking about a figure of speech,
irony, for instance, and the actual implicit exe
cution of an ironic work of art, Troilus and
Cressida, for instance. This seems tantmount
to saying something very obvious such as 'The
methods of philosophy and the methods of
poetry are different,' but that would be saying
that the methods and effects of dialectic are not
the same as the methods and effects of irony,
and I have been very busy to make out a case
for the legitimacy of the hyphenated term,
"irony-dialectic." I think further that for the
present context we may make two legitimate
substitutions of terms; philosophy for dialectic
and poetry for irony. The term now reads
"poetry-philosophy." (The order of the terms
I like best.)
Witness Lucretius, "philosophical poet." I
quote from Book II, "De Rerum Natura," bor
rowing from William Ellery Leonard's trans
lation.
The Argument
Herein wonder not
How 'tis that, while the seeds of things are all
Moving forever, the sum yet seems to stand
Supremely still, except in cases where
A thing shows motion of its frame as whole.
For far beneath the ken of the senses lies
The nature of those ultimates of the world;
And so, since those themselves thou canst not
see.
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Their motion also must they veil from men—
For mark, indeed, how things iwe can see, oft
Yet hide their motions, when afar from us
Along the distant landscape.
The "Proof"
Often thus,
Upon a hillside will the woolly flocks
Be cropping their goodly food and creeping
about
Whither the summons of the grass, begemmed
With the fresh dew, is called, and the lambs,
Well filled, are frisking, locking horns in sport:
Yet all for us seem blurred and blent afar—
A glint of white at rest on a green hill.
Again, when mighty legions, marching around,
Fill all the quarters of the plain below,
Rousing a mimic warfare, there the sheen
Shoots up the sky, and all the fields about
Glitters with brass, and from beneath, a sound
Goes forth from feet of stalwart soldiery,
And mountain walls, smote by the shouting,
send
The voices onward to the stars of heaven,
And hither and thither dart the cavalry,
And of a sudden down the midmost fields
JULY, 19 12

Charges with onset stout enough to rock
The solid earth: and yet some post there is
Up the high mountains, viewed from which
they seem
To stand — a gleam at rest among the plains.
May I call Vergil and Dante and Goethe as well
to strengthen my hunch? They are in a great
measure responsible for this train of thought.
My hunch (for it is no more than that) has led
me to the hopeless task of bringing about a
meeting, a reconciliation, a synthesis of some
sort of poetry [with its implicit subtlety and
philosophy with its explicit dogma.
I can do no more with the fourth level of
irony, that of philosophic irony, that to indi
cate obscurely what a few aspects of its nature
might be (if it has a legitimate existence)
based on the hints which have been given me.
First of all, I would like to note some simi
larities in the methods of poetry and philoso
phy. Both profess to be concerned with the
ultimate particular; both have admitted the
core of irreducible being (or meaning), the
substantival x; at the other extreme, both are
concerned with the universal, the 'eternal
17

truth'; they are both attitudes toward wisdom,
virtue, the way things are. So far they are
similar, but examine their methods and effects
again. The differences which each insists upon
are commonplaces by now, so I will risk a
"boiling-down." Poetry has an inherent ontol
ogy; philosophy states its rules very flatly;
there may be a philosophy of poetry, but what
promises does a philosophy of philosophy hold?
There are several hints about the nature of
the attitude which an artist "blessed" with
philosophic irony would manifest. He would,
first of all, have this strange new quality of
superiority which is at the same time humility.
And would he not be an ordered man? What
better discipline could there be than a perspec
tive of perspectives based on an unaccountedfor combination of the "truths of poetry and
philosophy"? At this level might we place
philosophic irony in the chair of "virtue"? Not
without the danger of its becoming a "basketconcept" like the Platonic Good, a catch-all
for any isolated aspect of virtue, of truth, of
Good. This is the same danger which would
result from an unresolved dialectic. With form,
discipline, and humility goes an unexploited
characteristic of the ironic man, humor. This
must be tagged "unaccounted-for", too, with
only obvious mention in passing to the prem
ium on "the smile that passeth all understand
ing," for instance the gentle humor which per
vades the Platonic dialogues. It is a subject for
close analysis, but my literary conscience can
not permit me to introduce any more "large"
topics.
As for the style of such a legendary figure,
the chief problem would seem to be that of the
expansion of values in the perspective of per
spectives as opposed to the necessity of setting
a limit to this perspective-embracing. The
former is a metaphysical injunction, while the
latter may be considered as moral, but their
interdependence makes them almost indistin
guishable for any separate treatment. The
three temptations of irony would still be pres
ent. Of that I am sure in regard to this fourth
level.
There are many examples of the "blending"
of the logic of philosophy and the texture of
poetry, and they result in "ontological reflec
tions" inherent in a specific treatment of par
ticular matter. It may be termed as "univer18

sality through particularity", and it seems
much the better approach to the way things
are especially if we remember that poetry has
its own "logic." If philosophy has texture it
has been well-concealed. Literary criticism
must participate in the nature of philosophical
method, but this lends the philosophy of poetry
a double armor. First, there is the "ontology"
of poetry, and then there is the explicit philoso
phy of literary criticism. Philosophy has only
its explicit approach, and the scientific nature
of its method precludes, so far, the possibility
of an ordered art. The men of philosophic
irony, so far, are poets.
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On Saturday, July 18, Dr. John Drake left
Mt. Vernon to go into the United States Army
Air Corps. He had volunteered with a number
of local doctors, being the only one of the medi
cos to ask for foreign service.
In accepting a position as a major in the
army, Dr. Drake left one of the best practices
in this section of the country.
This action typifies the type of man that
the doctor is, and he symbolizes the kind of
man his advisees in the Pre-Medical Club hope
to be. There is little doubt in my mind that
Dr. Drake has done more for the Kenyon stu
dents who have come into contact with him,
than any other person interested in the school.
Dr. Drake has been administering medical
services to Kenyon athletes for some time with
no more remuneration than the pleasure of
seeing "his boys" performing in the next game.
He has been the advisor and inspiration of
Kenyon's future doctors ever since the PreMedical Club was formed a few years ago.
Once every week he journeyed to the hill for
the club meeting, bringing movies of operations
and the like, to say nothing of his tales of how
the great Dr. John had done it.
Temporarily, Kenyon has lost a good doc
tor, a fine friend, a rabid fan, and a great fel
low.

WEEPING WELL
The hobby of most sport reporters seems to
be crying about why their respective teams are
not doing so well, and they always glory in tell
ing everybody how their favorite teams would
be doing if this or that had not happened.
Kry Ureyesout of the Gambier Bugle is the
local boy who does the weeping for the home
teams. His latest grievance is the accelerated
program at the college, which he says will play
hell with the 1943 baseball team.
"The 1942 club," he began, "had one
of the best infields in the history of Kenyon,
comprised entirely ofl sophomores — namely
Myron Monck at third, Gabby Moore at short,
69 Persons at second, and Tom Smith at first,
who were all looking forward to two more
JULY, 1942

good seasons, but due to the speed-up program,
they will all be seniors next spring."
"And," he goes on to say, "seasoned vet
erans like pitcher Egghead Southard, who has
never been beaten here; heavy hitter Showboat
Herrick co-captain of the '42 team; and Iron
Jaw Lehecka, captain of the '43 team, will not
be here in the spring, because they will be
graduated before the time to roll out the back
stop comes around."
Kry concluded, "that this is all very sad, but
the Purple and White team never says die," so
even he is looking forward to a crippled but
determined nine in the spring of '43.
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Mt. Vernon, Ohio

CANDY SHOP
DINING ROOM SERVICE
Soda Fountain and Grill
in connection
Private Dining Room for Banquets
Reservations — Phone 157

OVER 500 PERIODICALS!
Purchase Your favorite magazine
at dealer's prices.
Stock your fraternity parlor from
our huge stock of periodicals
Out-of-town Newspapers

The Brining News Company
W. VINE STREET
Magazines - Papers - Tobacco - Candies
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SUMMARIES OF ACTIVITY
THE FACULTY
Many of last year's faculty, for various rea
sons, are missing from the campus.
The armed forces have called several of the
faculty group, including Mr. Weist, who has re
ceived a commission as a lieutenant in the
United States Naval Reserve, and Dr. Cummings, who has been at the college for part of
this term but will soon leave to take up his
duties in the Naval Reserve, also as a lieuten
ant, senior grade. Both of these men have been
accorded leaves of absence by the college. Dur
ing Mr. Weist's absence his classes will be in
structed by Dr. Santee, while Mr. Robert Hinshaw of Princeton has been appointed to re
place Dr. Cummings during his absence from
the psychology department.
Among those teachers away for the sum
mer, but who will return for the fall term, is
Mr. Ransom, who is serving as an instructor
at a summer writers' conference at Breadloaf,
Vermont. As has been his custom in the past,
Dr. Santee is working on the staff of the Johns
Hopkins University Hospital this summer. Dr.
Salomon is at his home in New York. Dr.
Thornton is working on his farm at Westmin
ster, Connecticut; and Dr. MacNeille has been
spending his vacation in the East. Both Dr.
Coolidge and Mr. Rice are in Gambier, aK hough
neither is teaching. Dr. Palmer has returned
to resume his duties in the political science de
partment after a year's leave of absence during
which he served as a visiting professor at Stan
ford university in California. Dr. Kraft, who
filled Dr. Palmer's place during the latter's ab
sence, has returned to his home on Cape Cod.
Dr. Powell of the physics department, who
has been on leave of absence from the college
for the past year, has had it extended through
out the summer. During his leave Dr. Powell
has been doing work on a cloud chamber at Mt.
Evans, California, under a Guggenheim Fellow
ship. Mr. Bryant, who served in Dr. Powell's
place during the last school year, is at present
working as a physicist for the Goodrich Rub
ber company of Akron.
Although Miss Hicken of the library staff
20

was here for the opening of the present term,
she recently left for a vacation at her summer
home near Travers City, Michigan. She will
return to the college for the opening of the fall
term.
In several departments of the college the
members have made arrangements to share
the teaching for the present term. Thus Dr.
Burner is teaching the first half of the term in
the mathematics department with Dr. Mac
Neille taking over for the second half.
In the economics department Dr. Titus is
taking the first half and Dr. Blum the second,
while Mr. Kutler and Mr. Imel are sharing the
duties of the athletic department in a like man
ner.
Those faculty members who are continuing
on the hill for all of the present term include
Dr. Ashford, Dr. Cahall, President Chalmers,
Dr. Coffin, Dean Eastman, Mr. Eberle, Dr.
Grimes, Dean Hoag, Dr. Hocking, Dr. Johnson.
Dr. Larwill, Mr. McGowan, Dr. Norton, Mr.
Rahming, Dr. Strohecker and Dr. Timberlake.

CLASS OF '42
Most of last year's seniors, as might be ex
pected, are either in the Army or the Navy.
The Army Air Corps has claimed Rich Mil
ler, Dick Stickney, Jake Barry, and Dick Hamister. The Artillery has captured Bob Kaag,
Jim Wilson, and John Chase.
A larger percentage of '42 have enter var
ious Navy programs. These include Ben Corwin, Jim Logan, Jack McCoy, Jack Konopak,
Lindsey Van Vlissingen, Fred Henschel and
John Goldsmith.
The Marines have landed Bill Flynn, Bob
Easton, and Alex Sharpe.
The boys who are subject to immediate call
into the Army are Bob Coxey, who recently
paid a visit to the Hill, Sam Volkmar, and
George Caples. Bill Smeeth is the only repre
sentative of the class of 1942 in the Coast Ar
tillery. Gabe Poalozzi is the only married man
and is subject to call at any time.
Many of the Graduates have continued their
schooling. Ned Brouse is in the Harvard BusiHIKA for
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. . . And Goldilocks said, "Why,
you old wolf, I wouldn't go to an
informal basket - weaving contest
with you, the way you look. Pipe
those spud-sack pantaloons you're
floating around in. If you don't buy
some decent duds, I'll boycott you,
slap your hands, and take away
your ration-card."
. . . And so our hero saw the light,
straightened up, knitted his brow,
girded up his loins, and ran pellmell downstairs to . . .

The College Shop
BASEMENT, PEIRCE HALL
. . . Where good-will, good taste,
and charity abound.
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analyzes the swing that made baseball history
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Di Maggio sizes up the pitch ...

He starts that devastating swing...

Squarely ...solidly ... bat meets ball.
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With his eyes still focused on the
batted ball...

Joe follows through in a tremendous
release of driving power.
Jf
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I'VE SMOKED
CAMELS
FOR. 8 YEARS.
THEY HAVE THE
MILDNESS THAT
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R J. Reynold* Tobm.ro Co.,
Winston -Salrm. N. C.

The smoke of slower-burning Camels contains

28% LESS NICOTINE
than the average of the 4 other

I
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Right off the bat,
Joe Di Maggio, shown
here at home, will tell
you: " I find Camels
easy on the throat —
milder in every way.
And they've got the
flavor that hits the
spot every time. You
bet I like Camels!"
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A remarkable series of repetitive flashes
show, you the famous Di Maggio swing
, and follow-through all in this one picture
above. Below, at the left, you see Joe en
joying a Camel. For with Joe Di Maggio.
when the game is over, it's "now for a
Camel." Yes, Camel— the milder cigarette
with less nicotine in the smoke.
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largest-selling cigarettes tested —
less than any of them —according
to independent scienlific tests of
the smoke itself I
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COSTLIER TOBACCOS

